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FOREWORD.—~Motoring  throu
gohm, o party of casterners, father and

dnughier ongd o male companion, stog (o
The girl leaves

witness b cnttle round up.
the car and I attacked by » wilid steer.
A masterploce of riding on the part ©
one of the cowloys saves her lfe

CHAPTER 1,—Clny Lindsay, range-rider
on an Atignna ratoh, announcey his inten-
tion to viglt the “big town,” New Yerk.

CHAPTER 11L-0n the triin Lindeay
bocomen Interented In A young wWoitlan,
Kitty Mason, on bet way to New Yurk
10 bocome # motion-pleture aotress, She
in marked as falr prey by a fellow trav-
wler, Jerry Durpnd, gubg polititian and
px-prige flghter,
Linduny provokes & quarrel and throws
Durand from the traig,

CHAPTIER (IL=On his fivet day In Now
York Lindsay I8 splashed with water by
a Janitor.  That ludividual the rnnfe-
rider punishes summarily and leaves thed
to & Nire hydrant. A young woman who
meen the occurrence Invitea Clay Into her
house and hides him from the police.

From the top of n bus Clay Lindsay
Iooked down & cunyon which angled
weross the grest olty ke n river of
Hght, He hod eome from one land of
gorges to another, In the wallg of this
one, thousands and tens of thousnnds
of cliff-dwellors hid themselves during
the day like anlmpls of some queer
Breed und poured out into the canyon
nt sunset,

Now the river In its bed wns allve
with a throbbing tide. Cross-currents
of huminity flowed Into It feony side
streets and ebbed out of It into others.
Streams of people were swept down,
caught here and there In switling ed-

dles. Taxis, private motors, and trol--

ley curs struggled In the racowny.

All this Clay saw In a flash while
hig bus crossed Broadway on Its way
to the Avenue. His eyes had become
necustomed to tlils brilllance In the
weeks that bad passed since his
descent upzn New York, but familler-

ity had not yet dulled the wonder

of It

He hnd become a fast friend of Miss
Whitford. Together they had tramped
through Central park aod motored up
the Hudgon In one of her father's cars,
They had explored each other's minds
along with the country and each had
known the surprise and delight of dis-
eoveries, of fnding In the ofher &
quulity of freshness and candor.

The bus Jerked down Fifth avenue
Hke o bont In beavy seas, ¢ using here
and there ot the curb o take on o
pissenger. Whide [t was getting under
way after one such stop, another
downtown bus rolled past.

Clay come to o sudden nlert utten
tlon, His eves lochsed on g glrl sit-
ting on o back seat. In the pretty
childish fuce he read a wistful help
lessness, o pathetle hint of misery that
called for sympathy.

Arizonin tnkes short cuts 1o (ts ends.
Clay rose Instoutly, put his foot on the
ralling, sod leaped acrofs to the top
of the bus rolilng purallel with the one
L wins ot In apother gecond he lind

dropped Into the seat bestde the gind, |

*Giad to meer you agnin, Migs Kifny”
he said echeerfully. “How the g
town been uslng you?”

Thie girl looked at him with a little |

ansp of surprive. “Mr. Lindsuy " Sud-
den tears Glined her eyes, She forgot
that she had left him with the promise
never agiin to speak to him, Bhe wus
In n far country, and he was n fricnd
from home,

The conductor bustled down (he
alsle, "Say, where do you get this
moviestufl? You can’t jump from the
top of one bus to another. That ain'l
the system of transfers we use In this
town. You might 'n* got killed."

“Oh, well, let's not worry about that
now."

“I'd ought to hiave you pulled,
Three yeurds I've been on this run
and—"

“Nlee run, Wages good?”

“Don't get gay, young fellow, «1 ean
tell you one thing. You've got to pay
ancther fare"

Clay pald It

The conductor retlred to his post,

“What about that movie Joh? Is It
pannln' out pay gold?" Lindspy n<hked
Ritty.

Bit by LIt her story cume ont. Tt
wns o comnon enough one. She han
been fim-himmed out of her money

hy the alleged school of moving-pletures

actors, and the sharpers had decamped
with It,

As she looked at her recoversd
friend, Kitty gradoally renlized an out-
ward transformation In his appear
nnce, He was dresssd quietly In
clothes of perfect fit made for Lilm by

Colin Whitford's tallor. From shoes
to hat he was a New Yorker got up
regurdless of expense. But the warm
smile, the strong, tanned face, the grip
of the blg brown hand that buried her
small one—all these were from her
own West. So too hud been the non-
chdance with which he had stepped
from the rall of one moving bus to
that of the other, just as though
this were his usual method of trans-
fer. >

“I've got a job at last,” she explained
to him, “I'm working downtown In
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Ari-

FPoercelving his Intention, |

Greonwich Villuge, selling clgarettes,
I'm 8ylvia the Cigarette Girl, At
"feast that's whit they enli me. 1 carry
"a tray of them evenlngs Into the cofe”
“Oreenwich Villpge?™ nsked Clay,
Kitty wis not able to expluin thnt
the Village |s o state of mind which is
theé habitat of long-halred men und

e
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"‘Slr, wWhere Do You Get This movie
Stunt Stuff?™

short-linired  women, the braine of
whiomn functioned In n way totally alien
to nll her methods of thought. “Can’t
you come down tonight to The Purple
Pup or The Sea Siren nnd see for
yourself ¥ she proposed, and gave him
drections for fnding the classlc re
sOrts,

“I'm dressed sllly—In bare feet and
samdils nnd what they call a smock.
You won't mingd that, will you?"

“You'll ook good to me, ne maiter
whut you weanr, ltthe Miss Colorado,"
he told her with hiz warm, blg broth-
or's gmile.
| “You're good," the girl said simply.
|1 knew that on the troln even when
T—when T was mein to vou" There
came Into her volee a smnll tremor of
apprehension, “I'm  afrald of this
town. It's so—=o kindn cruel, I've got
no friends here."

He offered instunt reassomnce with
ll'l strong grip of his brown hand,
]"\'.-m‘\'u got one, liitle purdner. TN
promise thit one blg husky will be
on the job when you need him, Don't
you worry.”

She gave hMm her shy eyes grite-

fully., There wos n mist of tears In
i e,

| “You're gowml™ she sald again
| nalvely,

| CHAPTER V

| Arlzona Follows Its Lawlesa Impulge,
Thie Sen Riren was alrewdy begin-
ning to Ml up when Clay descended

=0
8 Indigestion 8
estion 8
Many persons, otherwise
vlgorous and healthy, are
bothered oceasionally with
indigestion. The effects of a
digordered stomnch on thes
system are dangerous, and
prompt treatment of indiges.
tion Is fmportant, "“The only
medicine [ have needed has
been something to ald diges-
tion and clean  the liver,”
writes Mr. Fred Ashby, a
MeKinney, ‘Texas, [armer,
"My medicine 18

Thedford’s
BLACK-DRAUGHT

for indigestion and stomach -
trouble of any kind. 1 have
never found anything that
touches the spot, like Black-
Draught. I take it in broken
doses nfter meals. For a long
time I tried pills, which grip-
ed and didn't give the good
results.  Black-Draught llver
medicine s easy to take, easy
to keep, Inexpensive.”

Get a package from your
druggist today—Ask for and
insist upon Thedford's—the
only genuine,

Got it today.
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three steps to a cellar and was warily
admitted, A nenr-Hawalinn orchestra
wils strumming out a dance tune and a
few couples were on the flpor. Walt-
resses, got up s Lorelels, were mov-
ing about among the guests delivering
orders for refreshments,

The westerner sat down in a coener
and looked about him, The walls were
decornted witli~erude purple craypns
of underfed sirens, A statoe of n nude

| woman distressed Clay, He did not

mind the missing clothes, bue she was
so  drendfully emaciated that he
thought it wise for her to cling to the
yellow-and-red draped barber pole
that rose from the pedestal, On the
hase was the legend, “The Weeplng
Lady.” After he had tasted the Sea
Siren fure the man from Arlzonn sus.
pected that both her gelef and  her
annemin arose from the fact tunt she
hnd been fed on It

A mun In netist's velveteons, minus
n halreut, with o lurge, fut, pasty foce,
gt 0t an oadjoining table and  dis-
coursed to s friends, Presently, dur-
ing an Intermlsglon of the tiusle, he
rose und took the rest of those present
Into hiz confidence,

“Bourgeols to  the core’”
noupeed, spedking  of the  Unilted
States, “What are the iols we wor-
ship? Law, the chain which binds an
enslaved peopde, thrify, bom of ehiliish
fear; love of country, which is another
pame for erass provinclallsm, I—I wm
a Cosmopollte, not un Ameriean, Ho-
hewitn 18 my land, and all free souls
are wy brothiers,
wrinkles becnuse Germany sunk

Clay leaned torward on a search for
loformntion. “Excuse me for buttin'
in, and me a stranger, Buot isn't It yore
busluess when she murders American
women and ehilldren?”

The pasty-faced man looked nt him
with thinly disgulsed contempt. “You
wouldn't understand If T explained.”

“Mehbeso T wounldn't, but you take
n whirl nt it and 'l listen high, wide,
nnd handsoime.”

The man Iln velveteens unexpectedly
found himself dolog as he was told.
There was a snggestion of compulsion
nhont the grav-blue eyes fastencd on
his, something In the clamp of the

strong Jaw that brought him up for
a moment agininst stork renlity.

“The intelligentsin of & country
know that there can be no freedom
pntll there Is po Ilnw, Hvery man's
duty is to Jisregard duty. So, by far
Ing far on the wings of desire, he helps
brewk down the slavery that binds us.
Obey the Cosmic Urge of your soul re
gurdiess of where it leads you, young
man."

It was unfortunnte for the poet of
Bohemin that at this precise moment
Kitty Masgon, dressed lo sandals and a
Hlnc-putterned smock, stood before
him with & tray of cigarettes asking
for his trude. The naive appeal in her
soft eyes hnd Its welght with the poet.
What Is the use of living In Bohemin
It one cannot be free to follow lm-
pulse? He slipped an arm about the
girl and kiesed the erimson lips up-
turmed to him.,

Kirty sturted buek with o Hitle ory
of distress,

The freedom taken by the nenrpoet
wis lnstanily nvengd,

A Cosinle Urge beat in the yvelns of
thie suvoge from Arizong, Tle took the
post's advice and fellowed bls Lawe-
loss Ttnpulse whiere B o, Across the
tuble w Jong arm o reaelusl,
fingers clased npon the flowing neck-
wear of the fat-fnemd  orator oo
dengeed b forwaerd, leaving  over
tured  glosses In the woke of his
cOlirse,

Tl man I velveteeny met the oyes
of  the  energetle  mantinndler
auatled,  This B faced barbarinn
looked very much Hke business,

“Lhwon’t touck me! Don't yon
dire toneh e ™ the wpestie of pnarchy
shFillnd o the table erashed  down,
U Eurn Yont over Lo the pollce!”

Clay Jerked Lim to his fect, Harl
krinckdes presseld emelly Into Yhe soft
thront of the Vilager, “Git down oen
vore ham hones ana by the lady's por-
don. Tell liee you're n yellow pup, bt
voy don't reckon you'll ever pull a
bore ke that nguin®

The compunlons of the poot rushed
forwird to protest gl the manhandling
of thelr lemder. Those In the renr
Jammed the front ones close to Cliy
and  his captive. The cow puncher
gently but strongly pushed them ek,

“Don't get on the prod,” he ndvised
I Wis gonlw drawl, “The poet he's got
an lmpertunt engagement right now.”

A kind of seaffle developed. The pros
prietor Incrensd it by his hysterleal
efforts to prevent any trouble.  Men
Joined thewselves to the nolsy group
of which Clny wus the smiling eenter,
The excitement Ineregsed.  Distunt
corters of the room becime the refige
of the women.  $ome one struek at the
cow puncher over the heads of those
about W, The mass of elosely packed
human beings showed a convalsive ac-
tivity. It became saddenly the most
popular Indoor sport at the Sea Siren
to siny thig barbarian from the desert
who hnd Interfered with the smuse-
mente of Bohemin,

But Clay took a lot of slaying. In
the rough-und-tumble life of the out-
door West hie had learneld how to look
out for his own hangl. The copper
Iulr of his strong lean head rose above
the tnngle of the meles like the bro-
midie Helmet of Navarte, A reckless
Hght of mirth bubbled In his dore
devll eyes. The very number of the
opponenis who Interfered with ench
other trying to get nt hlm was o guar-
antee of safety. The blows showered
at him lacked steam nnd were badiy
timed us to distance.

The pack rolled acress the room,
tipped over a table, and deluged an
artist and his affinity with hot choco-
late before they could escape from the
avalanche, Chalrs went over Ilike
plneplos, Etapds collapsed. Men grunt-
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Why showd I get |
the |
! Lusitanin f month or two ago? That's |
| her business, not mine” l
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ed and shouted advics, Girls screamed,
The Sea Siren was belng wrecked by n
cycloue from the bad lands

Arms threshed wildly to and fro, The

local point of thelr destination was the
figure at the center of the disturbance,
Most of the blows found other marks,
Four or five men could have demaol-
ishied Clay, Fifteen or twenty found it
n tough Joh because they Interfered
with ench other at every turn. They
were pucked too eloge for hard hitting.
Olay wag not fighting but wrestling,
He used his arms to push with rather
than to strike hlows that counted,

The Arizonan could not afterward
remember ut exactdy what stage of the
proceedings the face of Jerry Durand
Implnged Hself on hiy consclousness
Onee, when the swirl of the crowd
flung him close to toe door, he cuught
a glmpse of It, tight-Hpped und wolf-
eyed, turned to him with relentless
millee, The gang leader wns toking
mo part In the Aght.

The crowd parted, Out of the puck
# palr of strong drms and lean brond
shivulders plowed a wily for a some-
what dotnged fuce that sl carried
u debonair smile.  With  pantherish
lltheness  the Arizonan  duckea
swinglng blow, A moment, und ne wis
outslde 1aking the three steps that Jed
{o the sireen

Into Wis labioring lungs he drew de-
Melously the suft breath of the night
It cooled the fever of his Mammered
face, wos like an fcy bath to his hot
body. A little digzy from the bhlows
thint hadd been rofned on bhim, he stood
for o moment uneertaln which way to

Ko

Then ugnin he becnme aware of
Purand. The man wos not alone, He
had with im a hulking roffian whose
heavy, hunched shoulders told  of
strengili. There was a hint of the
gorilla in the way the long arms hung
stralght  from  the shoulilers as he
lennied forward, Both of the men were
watehing the eow puncher ns steadiy
as alley etz do o house finelh,

YH—1's golng to pop In ahont three
geconids,” ponounced Clay to himself,

Slently, without Hfting thelr eyes
from their vietim for an instant, the
two men moved apiart to tnke him on
hoth shdes, He elung to the wall, fore-
Ing a frontal attack, The laughter had
gone out of his eyes now, They had
hardened to plnpoints,
WHE no pmateur horseplay, He Wis
fighting for his life, No need to tell
Clay Lindsny that the New York
gangster meant o Jenve him ns good
&8 dead,

The men rushed him. Heo fought
back with clean, hurd blows. Jerry
bored In lke n wild bull, Clay eaught
him off hig balunce, using o short arm
Jolt which had back of It all that
twenty-three yenrg of clean outdoors
Arizona could glve, The gangster hit
the pavement hard,

He got up furious and charged again.

The Arizonan, busy with the other
man, tried to sidestep. An uppercut

YThe Men Rushed Him. He Fought
Back With Clean, Hard Blows.

Jurred him to the heel, To that Instant
of tlme before his knees began to
sug benoath hibm his bradn fashed the
news thut Durind had struck him on
the chin with brass  knnckles,  He
erumpled up and went down, still allve
to what wius going on, but unable to
move In hig own defense, Wonkly he
tried to protect Wiy face and  sides
from the kicks of a heavy hoot, Then
he flonted bullogn-lke In space and
vinlshed Into unfonsclousness,

Ld . L - Ld

Cloy  drifted  boek to o world In
which the wmuehinery of his  body
erenked. ¥ He turned his head, and o
rivcking pain shot down bls neck. He
moved a leg, and every muscle In it
nehed. Frow head to foot hie wis
sure,

Vulces somewhere in spnee, detachied
from any personal ownership, tonted
vaguely to him, PPresently these re-
solved themseives Inte words and sen-
tences,

“We're not to make a plnch, Tim.
That's the word he gave me before he
left. This Is wan av Jerry's private
littde woars and be don't want a judge
askin' a lot of unnlgessary questions,
¥ understiind.”

“Mother av Moses, If this he-man
from H—1's Hinges hadn't the Juck
av the Irlsh, there'd be questlons
w-plenty nsked, He'd be reéady for the
mergue this blissed minute. Jerry's
a murderin’ divele, When 1 breeze In
I find him croakin' this lad proper amd
he acts llke a craxy man when I stand
him and Gorilla Dave off til yob
come s-runnin’. At that they may have
given the bye more then he can carry,
Maybe 1t'll be roses and a nloe black
~arriage for him ye "

" —

This time It

Cia¥ opened his eyes, flexed his arm
muscles, and groaned. He caressed
tendenly higsohing ribs,

“Some k" he gasped weakly.
“They didn't do a thing to meé—out-
side of bentin' me up—uand stompin® on
meé—and runnin’ o steam roller—over
the dear departed.”,

“Whose fault will that be? Don't
yuh know better than to start a fight
with & rigiment?" demanded the ser-
geant of police severely.

“Phat wasn't a fight. 1t was a
waltz.” The falnt, unconquered smile
of brown Arlzona broke through the
blood and bruises of the face. “The
fight fiegan when Terry Tmirand and
s friend rushed me—and it ended
when Jerry linded on me with brass
knueks. After that I was a footbnll”
‘woe words ciime in gosps. Every breath
wis drawn in pali.

“We'd ought to ploeh yuh,” the ser-
geant suid by way of reprimand.
“Think yuh ecan ceime to dew York
und pull your smalt-town stuff on us?
well ghow youse, If yuh wasn't al-
faltn green I'd glve yul a ride” The
oficer dropped  his  grumbling  com-
plaint to # whisper, “Whisht, bye.
Take a strofght tip from A man thot
knows. Pent it out of town. Get
where the long urm of—of o friend of
ours—enn't reach yuh, He's a re-
vingeful Inemy If ever there was wan,'

“You mweun thant Durand—"

“'m not temlg' names,” the oficer
Interrupted doggedly. “T'm tellin’ yuh
somethin' for your good, Tuke It or
leave it

“Thanks, 'l leave It. This Is n free
country, nnd no man livin' cun drive
me away,” answered Clay promptly.
“Ouch, I'm sore. Glve me o Lft, ser
EI."I““.“

They helpad the cow puncher to his
feet. He took a limping step or two.
Every move was torture to his ont-
raged fesh.

“Can you get me a taxi? That Is,
it you're sute you don't wimt me in
yore eculuboose,” the range-rider gild,
Teaning agninst the wall,

sywe'll et ynhogo (his tme™

“Mueh  ohllged—to Mr, Jerry Du-
eindd. Tell him for me that maybe '
meet up with him again some time—
and band him my thanka personal for
thig firgt-cliss wallopin'” From the
brulsed, bleeding face there beumed
agnin the smile indomitable, the grin
stlll gny and winning. Physically he
Lod been Lnldy beaten, bot in splirit
he was still the man on horsebuek,

Pregently he eased himgelf Into o
tnxi as comfortably as he could,
“Home, Jomes,” he sald fauntlly.

“Where?" asked the driver,

“The nenrest hospital” explained
Clay. “I'm goin' to let the doctors
worry over me for u while, Much
obliged to both of you gentlemen. 1
always did like the Irlsh. Friend Jerry
Is an exception.”

The officers watched the cab disap-
pear, The sergeant spoke the com-
ment that was In the mind of them
both.

YHe's the best single-barreled sport
that Iver 1 met In this man's town,
Not n whimper out of the guy and
bl mouted to n pulp, Game us they
come, IMd youse see that spark o' the
diveie in his eve, and lom not e e
orawl Into the cub? 8'long, Tim. No
report on this rough-house, mind yuh

“Bure, Mike,"”

CHAPTER VI

Beatrice Up Btage.

It vom viklon Clay a% n man of bhat-
tles nnd vielent donth, you dop't see
liime s he saw himself, He was n
penceful citigen from the Inwabiding
West, It was not untll he Do beeon
flune Intoe the whirlponl of Now Yotk
that violent gl melodentantle paislings
Ligfell thix Innocent,

This wiis the serslon of himself thnt
he conelved to be trie and the onee his
teivl T Interpret to Bes Whitford
whin e emerged feom e Lospdtal of
ter twa daye of secdusion  nud o pres
siente] hlmsetl hefore her

It was elineneteristle of Bealrieo thot
when she lookesd ab his bhttered fice
she pshied o questhons and made bo
exchiymntlons.
glunce one might bave thought Tron
hier expression that be habltunhy worae
one Black eye, one swollen lip, ot
couliflowsr ear, wd 4 strip of gauye
pervss hilg cheal,

The dark-lnshed exes HEted feom i
to fuke on u business ke directnvgs,
She rang for the man,

“Have the runabout brovgnt round
nt onee, Stevens. 1 dvive nyself,”
she grive orders.

With the lght ense that Jooked =ik-
en strong she swept the cad inte the
pira. Nelthgr she nor Cloy  talkin,
Botli of them knew that an explana.
ton of his apperrinee was due her
and In the meantime nelther enred to
L fence with smnll talk. She drew up
to look at some pond Mles, and they
talkied] nbhout them For o moment, nfter
which her direct eyes questioned him
fronkly, = -

He painted with a light brush the
pleture of his adventure inte Bahemia,
The detalls he flled in whimsically,
In the pleturesque phrasealogy of the
West, Up stage on his eanvas was the
fgure of the poet In velveteens, That
Son of the Stars he Al full Justive
Jerry Durand and Kitty Magon were
aeeessories sketehed casunily,

"1 guther that Mr, Lindsay of Arl
Tonn was amaong those present,” Be-
ntrice said, smiling.

T wis givin' the danoe,” he agreed,
and lls gay eyes met hers,

Since ghe was 0 womnn, one phase
of his story needed expansion for Miss
Whitford. She made ler eomment
carelessly while she ndjusted the mile
age on the gpeedometer,

“Cmeer you bappened to meet some-
ong you knew down there. You said
you knew the girl, didn't you?"

“We were on the same train out of
Denver. I got acquainted with her

Miss Whitford asked nu more ques-

After the tirst startiel |

vons, But Clay could not quite let
the matter stand so, He wanted her
to justify bim In her mind for what!
he hnd done. Before he knew It he
had told her the story of Kitty Mn-n
and Durand, »

“r couldn’t let him hypnotize Lo
little gird from the country, gould 17"
he asked,

“I suppose not,” Her whole face he-
gan to bubble with laughter in tha

“But You'll Be a Busy Knight Errant
If You Undertake to Right the
Wrongs of Every Girl You Meet in
New York.™

wiy he liked so well. “"But you'll be a
busy knight errant If you undertake
to right the wrongs of every girl you
meet in New York, Don't you think 1t
possible that you rescued her out of n
Joh

The young mnn tadded his head rue.
fully. “Thal's exactly what [ did,
After all her trouble gettin' one [Pve
thrown her out agein, 'm a sure.
enough fothend.”

“You've been down to find out? she
aeked with a sidelong tHE of her quick
Ty0s,

rYes. I went down thls mawnint
with Tim Muldoon, He's o polleeman
I met down there. Migs Kitty hosn't
been seen sinee that night, We went
out to the Pirate's Den, the rurple
Pup, Grace Godwin's Gurret, und all
the pluces where she used to sell clgnr-
ettes, None of thwm hayve seen muy-
thing of her.,” .

“So that replly your champlonship
husn't heen so great a help to her after
all, has it¥"

“Nol’l 1

“Angl 1 suppose it rulned the bust-
ness of the man that owns the Sea
Kiren." "

“1 don't reckon gn, I've settled for
the furniture. And @uldoon snys
when It gets goin' pgoin the Sea Siren
will do i blg business on aceount ot

the frnens.  It's Kitty I'm worried
nhout,"
S wouldn't worry about her 10 X

were you. Shoed) Tond on her feel,'” thes
glel sidad Tightly,

Her volee bad not lost s sweet
ehdeners, bt Clyy senss] o it Sone-
thivg thut wos alimost o toueh of ool
He felt vaguely that ho
must  hove  Bluandereds in desoribing
Kiity.  Kvidenily Miss Whitford did
e oo her quite ag she wis,

culibeiiply

The young woian pressed the sturt-
eF button, We et be
Il il engngeiieit
with Mr. Bromdivhl”

(Uentinued next wonk )

solng hoe,

e go viding

TRUSTEES SALE
Wlhiercos Jamen Allen.

by hia car-

tain deed of Lrust, dated the Uith day
ol thi

nuary, 1921, and recorded in

Recomders office of St
ounty, Missourd, in book 15
$1T, coaveved to B, K. Towl ps
(the fellowing deseribed real estate,
pate, lying and being in the county of
St. Franecis and 8late of Missouri,
tu-wit:

The =outh hall of the south half of

the gouthenst quarter of the northeast
guarter of gection 17, towump 34
nerth, rango 4 enst, comprising 10

meres more or leas,

Which said conveyance wes maide to
secure the payment of a certain prom-
issory note in said deed of trust de-
seribed; and whereas by the terms of
said deed spid note is past dus and
remaine unpaids and whereas  said
deed provides that in chs ¢
death, refusal to act or ability
anywine of the aforeenid trusiee
aet, the then aeting Sherif of
Fruancoit county, Misgouri, at tha re-
quest of the Jegal holder of zald noto,
sy proceed-to mell the pro |
5 -'!-L'.:z' des#ribed; and

}3‘-.r.}i1'nui Sheriff of sand St ¥
cois vcunty, Missouri, at the regueat
of the 1|-L::|i holder of sald note, will

proceed to sell at publie vendue fur
cash, on

Friday, Seplember 1, 1922,
between the hours of 9 o'clock in
the forenoon and 5 o'tleck in Lhe
Iafternoon of that day, at the
Isouth front door of the Court

House, in the city of Farmington, in
sail St. Francois county, Missouri, all
the right, title, claim, interest and ea-
tate of the said James Allen of, in and
to the foregoing deseribed real estate,
to satisfy said note and the cost of ex-
ecuting this trust,
J. W. HUNT, Sheriff
St, Francois County, Mo.
August 11, 1922,

Better haven -payi ob than
a low-salried tion.p“ *d

Idleniess is the parent of want and
shame,

Dont be famntiea). It is a form of
insanity.




